272                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
1 am from Warsaw, myself/' he answered We were like two persons reaching for one another in a big, dark house, stretching out their hands, unwilling to move forward for fear of making a wrong step that might lead to calamity.
"Do you want a pass or something I could give you?" the Gestapo officer said, and I felt that he was one of our men
"No, thank you We came here to evacuate the hospitals. Our papers are in order."
"Just as you wish," he answered indifferently, and put his foot on the pedal, Was he what he seemed to be? I wondered. The Gestapo-man saluted as he started, and said- "I won't be wearing this uniform long. Shortly, itTl be the proper one/* And he was gone,
New seeds of vengeance and of battle had sprouted already amidst the ruins of Warsaw, seeds which no fires could burn out
My pilgrimage through the cemetery that was Warsaw went on. The only inhabitants I encountered were wild cats and emaciated dogs The Germans would shoot them on sight Here there was a tiny pillow of dainty lace, there a doU with wide-open eyes lay on the top of a pile of debris,
I stopped at one of the barricades on Koszykowa Street, where the beautiful city library used to stand. I edged my way into the narrow opening of a primitive pillbox, and sat down m the place once occupied by our sharpshooter. Tte earth, amidst the torn-out blocks of the sidewalk, was humid, and I thought it was humid with the blood of those who had defended this post. I saw something small and shiny lying half-buried there, and picked it up. It was a SB&all icon I knew well: Our Lady of the Insurgents I wiped it off automatically with the hem of my dress, half-surpnsed that there were BO traces of blood on me. But then, this was October 16th, fourteen days after the fight-